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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This follows both \"To Find\" and \"Four Times Sean Left Tom (And One Time He Stayed)\" pretty much. This is 


meant to take place around.200T-ish. Enjoy! 


"You keep staring at me, dude," Sean says calmly, quirking the side of his mouth into an easy smile. He curls 


his hands around his coffee cup, blowing on the steam as Tom looks down at his camera. 


"Okay, this'll sound stupid," Tom says, making a face as he looks up and over at Sean. Sean takes a slow swallow 
of his coffee, pulling his knees up to his chest easily, feeling the rough-soft scratch of the couch under his 
bare feet. 

Tom pauses, sighing hard and shaking his head momentarily before he looks off, away from Sean. 


"| used to..| dunno, this is fucking weird." 


"Just spit it out, dude," Sean says, watching Tom's eyes settle on the keys that are hanging from the ceiling, 


just above the door. Sometimes Sean wonders if it was a good idea, blatantly hanging the keys from his other 
lives with Tom above the door. But when the door hits them, it's the most welcome sound in the world, and 


that's all that really matters to Sean. 
"No laughing." 
"Scout's honor." 


"Shut the fuck up," Tom says, laughing and he relaxes back into his chair, shrugging. He fiddles with his camera 
some more before sighing. Closing his eyes, Tom starts speaking slowly. 


| used to. | dunno, | used to dream of doors, right? Like, | never really knew what the dreams were about, just 
that | was looking for someone. And they're these fucking weird things, you know? It's. The dreams were 
always in black and white, except for the doors and. | started taking pictures of doors and shit," Tom says, 
looking over at Sean, eyes guarded and Sean feels a cold, clammy sweat break out over his back Sean wants to 


look at the keys, wants to ask Tom more, but Tom hurries on 


"And they were never bad dreams, right? But they always left me all. Weird. And. | dunno. I've got a whole 
fucking folder full of pictures of doors and that's fine, | guess?" Tom asks, pausing to take a sip of his coffee, 
and Sean nods dumbly. Sean feels like a fly with only one foot free from flypaper, mind racing frantically as 


Tom sighs and continues carefully. 


"And then | bumped into you and | stopped having the dreams. | dunno, dude, its so fucking weird, right?" Tom 
asks, making another face as Sean clears his throat a few times, struggling to not choke on something. His 
throat is tight and he's sweating like a fucking pig and the only thing he can think of is that he has actually 


never been this scared. 
"Sean?" Tom says, putting his cup of coffee down as Sean waves him off, finding his voice. 


‘Its. Not as weird as you think," Sean says finally, looking down at his coffee, wishing it was something stronger 
before he sighs. Tom looks at him, patient and waiting, like it doesn't surprise him that Sean has something to 


say about it. Its a trust that surprises Sean, one that leaves him breathless sometimes. 


Sean drains his coffee in one go, putting the cup down on the floor, listening to the muted sound of ceramic 
being put down on the wood floor. He sits up, sighing before he tilts his head back, pinching his sinuses. When 
he straightens up, Tom's still watching him, watching him like Tom always does (always has, no matter where 


or when. It's strangely comforting, Sean thinks). 


"l'm gonna tell you a story about someone | knew, Tom." 


